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Tits on a Plane 


Flat panel TVs dangled from the ceiling, displaying lists of departing 
and arriving flights. Jennifer Flannigan didn’t glance at them. She was too 
busy glaring at the woman behind the counter. “What do you mean, it’s 
already left?” Jennifer drummed her fingers on the counter very deliberately 
and leaned forward. 

The woman behind the counter shrugged. “I’m sorry, ma’am but the 
plane has pulled away from the gate.” Her orange uniform and fake smile 
were giving Jennifer a headache. 

“T m supposed to be on that flight.” She stared past the woman and out 
the window behind her. She could see the plane rolling across the tarmac, 
growing smaller and smaller. “I have to be on that flight.” 

“So you’ve said. Several times.” Her fingers jabbed at a keyboard. 
“You’re in luck. There’s one remaining flight to New York today, leaving 
at 8:50 out of gate B7.” 

“That’s not luck!” Jennifer snapped. “Luck would have been my last 
flight arriving on time.” 

“If you have a complaint, you’re welcome to discuss it with a customer 
service representative. Do you want your ticket transferred to the 8:50 
flight?” She stared at Jennifer, daring her to keep complaining. 

“Fine, whatever. At least get me in an exit row.” As soon as she had the 
ticket in hand, Jennifer strode off angrily, industrial brown carpet absorbing 
her footfalls. She’d been gone for a week and what little patience she 
normally possessed was long gone. 

Jennifer fumed as she strode down the concourse, both at the airline 
and at herself. It wasn’t that big of a deal that she’d missed her last flight. 
Inconvenient — sure - but it was Friday. She wasn’t expected in the office 
tomorrow and there wasn’t anyone waiting up for her arrival. There hadn’t 
been any need to be so short with the woman. 

She had almost two hours to kill. She thought about doing work, then 
decided against it. She never could sleep on planes, so she’d have plenty 
of time to do work while flying. She could spend her unexpected airport 
time with a drink. Jennifer dodged around a group of people staring slack- 
jawed at a list of flights and their gates. Just beyond them, a generic 
American restaurant advertised drinks and greasy food for weary travelers. 
That certainly described her. 

The booth was cold; the wine she ordered was tart on her tongue. She 
sipped it while she glanced through the menu. Overnight flights always 
left her hungry if she didn’t eat ahead of time. Her choices seemed limited 
to burgers, chicken or steak. At the end of the menu, though, was a peanut 
butter and jelly sandwich, thrown in for novelty. 








Hah, talk about things she definitely couldn’t eat. She’d last tasted peanut 
butter back when she was... what? Seven? Eight? 


Jenny was finishing her lunch when the group of girls surrounded her 
in the lunchroom. Tammy was, as usual, at the head of the pack. “Heard 
you won’t eat peanut butter.” 

Jenny shrugged. ““m allergic.” 

“Are not.” Tammy shifted from foot to foot, as if itching for a fight. 

“Are too.” 

Susan said, “She’s making it up so the teachers’1l think she’s special.” 
Susan had been picking on Jenny since the start of school. The teachers 
had made her stop after she’d pushed Jenny down, giving her a black eye 
when Jenny hit a desk. That just meant that Susan had started egging Tammy 
on to pick on her instead. Some improvement. 

“T’m not making it up.” 

“Maybe we’ll make you eat this. Show everyone you’ re a liar.” Jenny 
hadn’t noticed until then that Susan was holding a sandwich. She could see 
the peanut butter in the middle. One slice of bread was a nasty purplish 
color from grape jelly, reminding Jenny queasily of her bruised eye. 

“Pm not a liar!” Jenny said. She started to slide down the cafeteria 
bench but Tammy and the others were too fast for her. They grabbed her 
and held her tight, no matter how hard she struggled. 

Susan pulled the sandwich apart and held the peanut butter side in front 
of Jenny’s face. “You are such a liar.” Susan shoved the bread into Jenny’s 
face, peanut butter coating her skin, sliding into her lips. Susan’s fat fingers 
shoved the half-sandwich into her mouth. “Eat!” The others made it into a 
chant. “Eat! Eat! Eat!” 

Jenny coughed, spraying bits of white bread everywhere. Her lips felt 
full and bloated. She couldn’t breathe. It was like someone had a hand 
around her throat. Her whole face was tight as a drum. Tingling. Her whole 
face was tingling. Jenny fell to her knees. She couldn’t see her tormentors 
but she could hear them running. “‘lergic.” She breathed out. 

The teachers knew about Jenny’s allergy. More importantly, they had a 
loaded epinephrine syringe ready and were ready to use it. Jenny regained 
consciousness in the hospital. She snuggled into her bed’s rough cotton 
sheets and slept for several more days. 

A week later she was back at school. That first day back she marched 
right up to Susan. “Leave me alone from now on.” 

“So you really were allergic. Big deal.” 

“Leave me alone - or else.” 

“Or else what?” 

Jenny brandished a package of peanut butter crackers. “Or else I shove 
these in my mouth and when I wake up in the hospital I tell them you tried 


to kill me. This time you won’t be able to say you didn’t know. And this 
time they”11 lock you away for good.” 


Jennifer shook her head and took another drink from her wineglass. 
The waiter slid a plate of chicken something-or-other in front of her. She 
ate it without paying much attention to it, watching people walking past 
the half-wall dividing those who were eating from those who weren’t. The 
people walking along the concourse were the usual mix of young and old, 
male and female. 

A family wandered past, the father flushed and hurried, the wife and 
kids trailing behind as best they could. A man in a pinstripe suit walked 
quickly, dragging his suitcase behind him. A young girl in dark clothing 
and ankh earrings glowered her way through the crowds. 

Wow, a Goth girl. Jennifer remembered when she’d been a Goth. It was 
years ago, now and had been at the same time that she’d learned more 
about her allergy. 


Atropa Anguish, née Jennifer Flannigan, sank onto her bed, her cheeks 
still hot with shame and embarrassment. It was bad enough that Katherine 
Meadowlark had found the poem she’d written about Brad Gustler and 
given it to him. The whole group of them had laughed at her as she passed, 
Brad even going so far as to quote part of her poem back at her: 


“His lambent eyes glow in the bright moonlight 
Our gazes lock; our love doth intertwine” 


She’d even gotten the iambic pentameter right, not that he cared. No, 
that she could deal with. What had sent her home to weep hot bitter tears 
of anger was Xenobia telling her that she wasn’t really Goth enough. 

Not Goth enough? She’d dyed her curly red hair black, straightening it 
until it hung limp and dead. She’d smeared white makeup on her face until 
her freckles vanished under the pallor of the grave. She’d written reams of 
poetry that, on reflection, was perhaps not the best poetry ever. But she’d 
tried! 

Atropa would show them. If Xenobia wanted to see how serious she 
was about being Goth, let her gaze upon her suicide. Her sacrifice would 
amaze them, the flower of her youth snipped before it had had a chance to 
fully bloom. 

The jar of peanuts she’d bought on her way home sat on her desk. She 
opened the jar and then closed it again. She picked up one of her greatest 
poems, “On the Death of Youth,” that she’d laboriously copied to 
parchment, hand shaking over the calligraphy. 





No, she couldn’t. Not really. Could she? 

She heard Xeonbia’s voice chiding her. Atropa opened the jar, grabbed a peanut 
and in one convulsive motion swallowed it whole. 

No, she didn’t want to die! Maybe if she threw up right now, she’d be okay. Probably 
not. As bad as her allergy was, she didn’t have a chance. Besides, if she was going to 
have killed herself, she didn’t want people finding her all covered in vomit or anything. 
She lay down on her bed, her black skirt settling around her. She clutched the parchment 
to her breast. It took her a moment to arrange pillows around her artistically. Then she 
closed her eyes and waited to die. 

No, shit, no, this wasn’t right. Poetry was so clichéd. She sat up and threw the 
parchment away from her. Better. Her parents would find it cast aside and wonder at its 
significance. She grabbed the silk black rose from its vase on her desk and held it 
artistically against her chest as she lay back again. 

Would her friends and family understand that this was her ultimate sacrifice? It was 
so hard to figure out what people would think of this deed. Maybe she shouldn’t kill 
herself. If she were really really hurt but lived through it, then she could explain the 
symbolism afterwards. Oh, well, too late for that. 

She didn’t have any music playing on her stereo. Why didn’t she have Voltaire or 
Criixshadows playing? Too late, though, since the peanut would soon leave her gasping 
for breath, her brain starved for oxygen until she was dead. 

Why wasn’t she gasping? 

And why did her bra feel so tight? 

She sat back up. Her lips weren’t swollen. Her face wasn’t stretched tight across 
inflamed tissues. The peanut hadn’t killed her. 

It took a second for Atropa to realize that her bra was binding her. She unbuttoned 
her top. Normally her teeny breasts wallowed in the comparatively gigantic confines 
of her A-cup bra. Not now. Now freckled white flesh rose above and around the edges 
of the bra. Atropa stared as her flesh spread, engulfing her bra. Belatedly she undid her 
bra’s one clasp, letting her boobs spread freely. She reached up her hands, barely grazing 
her flesh. She was almost afraid to touch them. Then, with a convulsive motion, she 
squeezed them. 

They were real. 

A smile spread across her grey lipsticked mouth. She had sizeable breasts now. She 
hadn’t killed herself. In fact, she’d discovered something wonderful. Peanuts gave her 
tits. 





She hadn’t stayed Atropa after her discovery. A change of wardrobe that accentuated 
her new chest had made all the difference. Her chest wasn’t permanent, more’s the 
pity. Over the course of the day the swelling decreased, until she was back to being as 
flat as God had made her. Another dose of peanuts or peanut dust fixed her, though. 

Huffing peanut dust was far from an exact science. Some days she had more of a 
chest than others. It didn’t help that she became desensitized to peanuts over time, 








requiring more to achieve the same effect. But by the end of her junior year of high 
school she could keep herself at a constant C-cup without too much trouble. 

Jennifer stared out at the people streaming past without seeing them. She was lost 
in the past, lost in a memory of one evening in college... 








Jennifer passed the bottle of whisky to Marge, her roommate. “No, seriously, what’s 
up with Matt?” 

Marge took the bottle and drank deeply from it. “I think he’s a fucking idiot for 
dumping you.” 

“No shit.” Jennifer reclaimed the bottle. “I mean, I’m smart, I’m funny and I’m hot 
hot hot.” She took a swig. “What’s wrong with me?” 

“Nothing!” Marge flopped back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. If she’d had as 
much to drink as Jennifer, then she was watching the ceiling revolve slowly around her 
too. “He’s a moron.” 

“A total moron.” 

“T told you he was no good for you.” 

Jennifer stared at Marge. It took more effort than it should have. “Saying ‘I told you 
so’ is totally unhelpful.” 

Marge held her hands up, palms out. “I know. Sorry.” 

Reality felt fuzzy around the edges. Every time she moved her head, it took the 
world a few seconds to stabilize, as if reality was lagging behind her movement. Before 
her brain had time to censor her mouth, she said, “Maybe he wanted bigger boobs.” 

At this, Marge sat up. “The hell? What does that have to do with anything?” 

“No, this makes sense.” Jennifer staggered to her feet. The floor under her had 
taken on a noticeable tilt. “He’s a breast guy. He always played with these when we 
fucked.” She pushed her breasts together. “Maybe if there were more to them, he’d 
still like me.” 

“So? Big deal. If he didn’t like you for who you are, he’s no good.” 

Silence fell in the dorm room. Jennifer swayed. She hadn’t realized how drunk she 
was until she stood up. “You know, this isn’t really who Iam.” She mumbled. 

Marge stared wide-eyed at Jennifer. “What do you mean?” 

“I make my tits larger than normal. Every day.” 

“Uh huh.” 

There was only one way to settle this. “I’ll show you.” Jennifer grabbed the tin of 
peanuts she kept next to her bed. “I’m allergic to peanuts.” 

“What? I call bullshit. ’ ve seen you eat those peanuts. And why would you keep 
them around if you were allergic to them?” 

“Pm not, like, allergic allergic to peanuts. They don’t make me swell up and stop 
breathing.” She corrected herself. “Not any more, at least. Now they make my chest 
swell.” 

“T still call bullshit.” 

Jennifer smiled, her face feeling like she was controlling it from a distance. “Here, 
PI show you.” With a quick twist she unscrewed the lid of the peanut jar. She took out 
one nut. “This right here is good for a cup size or more.” 

“Fine. Show me. Take two of them and call me when something happens.” 

“TIl show you.” 

“Show me. You’re all hat and no cattle.” 





“Oh, Pll show you.” Two peanuts closed tight in one fist, Jennifer 
wriggled out of her t-shirt, leaving her shivering in the cold air. Her nipples 
poked against her lacy bra. “Just you wait.” 

“I'm waiting now.” 

The peanuts crunched between Jennifer’s teeth, turning to powder and 
grit. She swallowed. She imagined she could feel them sliding down her 
stomach, then spreading out through her body, eventually congregating in 
her chest. 

It had been a while since Jennifer had actually let her breasts grow; 
she’d been keeping them at a mostly stable size for years. She’d nearly 
forgotten the gentle feeling of pressure and the faint heat that accompanied 
the swelling. The growth itself wasn’t fast but it wasn’t slow either. It was 
like inflating the tires of her car: you could see movement if you watched. 

Marge was definitely watching. “That’s really freaky.” 

The bra’s underwire kept Jennifer’s tits from growing down, so they 
grew up instead. Lace edges folded forward, curling as flesh pushed 
relentlessly forward. Her areolae became visible, pale pink. More and more 
of them peeked above the bra, until one nipple, then the other, sprung free. 
They were nearly shadowed by breasts mounding above them. Her skin 
was red where it had scraped past the edges of the bra. 

“Holy shit.” Jennifer placed the whisky bottle in Marge’s outstretched 
hand. Marge took an extra large drink from it. “That’s just not right.” 

Jennifer’s growth had slowed. She pressed a finger into one tit, 
depressing the bounty of flesh. Undoing her bra was tough against the 
added pressure. She slid off the arm straps, unfastened the clasps, and let 
the bra fall to the floor. Her boobs relaxed out and down, a bright red line 
showing where the bra’s underwire had pinched. “Maybe this would have 
turned Matt on.” Marge didn’t answer. She just took another swig of whisky. 

Jennifer looked at herself in the mirror. She’d never tried having breasts 
this large before. They looked freakish on her, dangling free, so large that 
her nipples pointed the tiniest bit down. A cold draft of air made her shiver. 
She pulled her t-shirt back on, stuffing her boobs into the cotton. “So what 
do you think?” She asked, turning back to Marge. 

Marge had fallen asleep. 

Jennifer shrugged and sat on her bed. She finished off what little was 
left in the whisky bottle, then slumped asleep. 

She woke up still swollen, her breasts squashed uncomfortably under 
her. They weren’t as large as they had been the night before but they were 
still so large that she spent the entire Saturday inside, making Marge go out 
to buy them lunch. When she came back and offered Jennifer a big container 
of Pad Thai, Jennifer stuck her tongue out at her. 


Jennifer grimaced at the memory of her overindulgence. That hadn’t 
been the end of things, though. 


Jennifer was sprawled out on the couch, taking a nap under a quilt, 
when Marge entered their dorm room’s common area. “I heard about you 
and Yancy. You can totally do better. What kind of a name is ‘Yancy,’ 
anyway?” 

“His last name.” Jennifer couldn’t summon the energy to move. 

Marge sighed when she came around the sofa and saw Jennifer full-on. 
“Decided to indulge again, huh?” 

Jennifer sat up, the quilt sliding off her naked breasts. It took a while to 
quit sliding. She wrapped her arms around her tits, her hands meeting in 
front of them. The motion sent the top of her breasts bulging towards her 
chin. 

“Good lord, girl, how many peanuts did you have?” 

“T can’t really remember.” She’d stumbled back to their room in a daze 
of hurt and denial. The can of peanuts had been ready at hand. Her growth 
had given her something to focus on besides her hurt feelings. “Three? 
Four?” 

“You’ve got to quit doing this every time someone dumps you.” 

“I know.” Jennifer let go of her boobs, which sagged down. They stood 
out around a foot from her chest. Absently she rubbed them, her fingers 
gliding over their generous curves. “I know.” 

Marge grabbed the can of peanuts from where Jennifer had dropped it 
on the floor. She marched out of the room. Jennifer heard Marge flush the 
toilet. When she returned, Marge was smiling grimly. “You’re quitting, 
cold turkey as of this moment.” 

“What? No! I can stop overdoing it, but I still need them—” 

“Like hell.” Marge sat down and turned to face directly at Jennifer and 
her tremendous tits. “The only thing you need is self-confidence. Maybe 
having bigger breasts gave you that at first but not any more. I’ve seen you 
at parties. You’ ve got self confidence coming out your ears.” 

“But guys like these.” Jennifer couldn’t stop rubbing her breasts. Around 
and around, around and around, down their sides, over their nipples, back 
along their top curves. Her palms felt so great sliding over her pale skin. 

“Sure they do. But not every guy is so fixated on tits that that’s all they 
care about.” Marge fell silent, watching Jennifer’s repetitive motion. “I'll 
make you a deal. One month. You go one month without eating peanuts 
and see how you do. If you still need to be bigger after that, go right ahead. 
I won’t stop you.” 

“How will you stop me now?” Jennifer crossed her arms over her tits, 
forearms sinking into the abundance of warm flesh. 

“I can’t. I’m depending on you giving me your word and then acting 
like an adult about this.” Marge held out her hand. “Deal?” 








She wasn’t going to shake. She wasn’t going to make the deal with 
Marge. And then she was shaking Marge’s hand, conscious of how her arm 
rubbed along the side of her breast. “Deal.” 


Jennifer shook her head. What was this, her own sad version of In Search 
of Lost Time? She’ d wasted enough time reminiscing. It was all old news, 
anyway. She’d kept Marge’s deal and discovered that she did have all the 
self-confidence she needed. It had been five years since she’d last used 
peanuts. Nowadays she trusted in her self-confidence and a body kept trim 
through constant exercise. 

There weren’t a lot of people waiting for her flight. She dumped her 
bag on an empty seat and sat down in the adjacent seat. To pass the time, 
she did what she often did when she didn’t feel like working: people-watch. 
There went a girl who clearly wanted to be Paris Hilton, only with dark 
hair. She had the same overly-tanned skin, the same pouty lips with pale 
pink lipstick, the same long, drawn face. Here came a family to the gate, 
arriving on one of those carts that airport employees drive, the kind that 
beep when they back up. There was a middle aged woman with a large 
bosom, reading the latest disposable bestseller in paperback. 

Time passed as slowly, as the small stream of people wandering past at 
this late hour. The man at the gate desk finally announced that the plane 
was ready for them. “We now invite passengers in zone one to board. Those 
seated in zone one may now begin boarding.” 

Jennifer joined the throng in front of the gate. The ticket scanner beeped 
loudly at a man two places in front of her in line. “You do know you’re 
seated in an exit row? You’ll be able to provide assistance in the event of 
an emergency?” 

When the attendant scanned Jennifer’s ticket, no beeping occurred. The 
attendant didn’t ask her any questions. “Hey!” said Jennifer. “Aren’t I seated 
in an exit row?” 

The attendant took Jennifer’s ticket and glanced at it. “No, ma’am, you're 
not.” 

“I'm supposed to be in an exit row!” The whole airline was staffed by 
incompetents. 

“You'll need to see if an exit row seat is available once everyone is 
seated, ma’am.” 

“Yeah. I'll do that.” The people behind her were getting restless. Jennifer 
marched down the hall to the waiting plane. 

Not only wasn’t she seated in an exit row, she was near the back of the 
plane, next to the bathrooms. She stabbed at her attendant call button and 
waited. As soon as the flight attendant came close, Jennifer impatiently 
said. “Hi. I was supposed to be in an exit row. Can I move there now?” 

“We'll need to wait until everyone is seated and then we can see.” The 
man replied. “It shouldn’t take long.” 


“I don’t care if it doesn’t take long!” Jennifer said. “I care whether or 
not I get an exit row seat.” She could feel her face heating. Damn her Irish 
heritage - her skin always showed every trace of embarrassment or flush 
of anger she ever felt. 

“There’s nothing we can do right now. I’m terribly sorry.” 

“Excuse me, I need to get past you.” It was the middle aged woman 
Jennifer had seen earlier. “And that’s my seat.” She said with a smile, 
pointing at the window seat. 

Jennifer slid out to let the woman get to her seat. When she turned 
around, she saw that the flight attendant had scurried away, his close- 
cropped blond hair visible as he headed for the cockpit. Just great. 

“T hate these late night flights.” The woman said as Jennifer sat back 
down. “Don’t you?” 

“Mmm.” Maybe if she was non-committal in her replies, the woman 
would leave her alone. 

No such luck. “I wouldn’t take them except sometimes, I just don’t 
have any other choice.” 

“Yeah, me neither.” Jennifer pointedly pulled a book out of her bag and 
began reading. 

‘Tm Nell.” Nell smiled, wrinkles appearing next to her eyes. 

“Jennifer.” 

“Good book?” 

“I don’t know yet. I’ m not very far in.” Nell finally took the hint, falling 
silent and turning to her own book. 

The last of the passengers were onboard. Jennifer scanned the exit row. 
Damn. All full, except for one window seat next to an occupied seat. She 
at least had an empty seat between her and Nell back here. 

Three flight attendants took up positions along the aisle. The closest 
one to Jennifer was short and more than a little round, with a warm smile 
and hair pulled back in a ponytail. The attendants went through their 
interpretive dance of safety, showing how a seat buckle worked, pointing 
to where the oxygen masks would fall. Was there anyone who really needed 
to hear this information any more? 

Then they were taking off, the plane leaping into the sky, acceleration 
pressing them all back into their seats. As soon as the flight attendants 
announced it was okay to do so, Jennifer pulled out her tiny laptop and 
fired up Excel. Maybe she could hack through enough profit and loss figures 
on the way back that she could ignore work for the rest of the weekend. 

When the flight attendants came by offering food and drink, she passed 
over money for a Bloody Mary and took an orange package of pretzels, 
then turned back to her computer. As she tore the package open the plane 
hit some turbulence, making her drop the pretzels. Swearing softly, she 
picked them back up. 





“The snappy woman in the back wants a Bloody Mary.” Penny told Ewan, who 
began mixing the drink. 

“The one with red hair and a matching temper?” Ewan replied. 

“She has red hair. I didn’t see whether she had a temper or not.” 

“You didn’t hear her demand to be moved to an exit row. Oh, well, there’s one on 
every flight.” Ewan said, tearing open a package of peanuts and pouring out a handful, 
leaving the drink on the counter. 

Penny swatted his arm. “Hey, you’re not supposed to eat those.” 

“So sue me.” He shoved the open package on a shelf. “Back in a mo.” 

The plane shook as they went through another rough patch of air. “Rough air tonight.” 

“Hopefully itll smooth out,” Ewan said over his shoulder. 

“Yeah.” Penny grabbed the glass with Jennifer’s Bloody Mary in it. The overhead 
lights of the galley illuminated a stream of dust drifting down from Ewan’s packet of 
peanuts and a fine layer of the dust on the shelf below. The dust coated the shelf 
evenly, except for a clear circle where a glass had rested a moment before. 





Yellow light from the lamp above lit Jennifer’s papers and her laptop keyboard. 
She scribbled notes to herself, muttered at the result and entered data into her 
spreadsheet. The flight attendant with the ponytail returned with Jennifer’s drink. 
Jennifer nodded curtly and took it from her. 

She mindlessly chewed on the pretzels, washing them down with a sip from her 
drink, as she worked through a particularly knotty patch of numbers. The company her 
employers were considering acquiring had some fabulous technology but it was being 
run by scientists who weren’t the best business people around. They had their own 
arcane bookkeeping system and puzzling it out was going to take a while. 

Jennifer became aware of a tightness across her chest. She looked over at Nell, who 
was engrossed in her book, then poked her chest through her white silk camisole. 
There was more under her camisole than there had been a few minutes ago. 

What the hell? She was eating pretzels, not peanuts! There had to be some bits of 
peanuts mixed in with the pretzels. The food industry had gotten a lot better about 
segregating peanuts from other foods, given the overall rise in peanut allergies; a slip- 
up like this was terrible. She checked the pretzel’s package. No warnings anywhere 
about possible peanut content. 

She had to get out of her bra. Her seatbelt unbuckled, Jennifer crossed to an empty 
bathroom stall and closed the door. When she shot the bolt, the stall’s wan lighting 
flickered to life. After closing the toilet lid and wiping the whole thing down with soap 
and wet hand towels, then drying everything with more towels, she removed her 
chocolate brown coat, folded it, and put it down. The camisole followed. In the cheap 
mirror she could see how much strain she was putting on her flimsy bra. Off it came, 
revealing breasts that were a cup size or so larger than her usual A’s. 

They weren’t too huge, thankfully. Her coat should help hide her new assets. The 
silk of her camisole slid over her nipples. The camisole didn’t hang as neatly as it once 
did but with her coat on, you really couldn’t tell. Jennifer shoved her bra in the trash — 
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she had others and it was easier to do this than to carry it back to her seat 
— and undid the bolt for the door. 

Back at her seat, she pressed her attendant call button. The woman with 
the ponytail returned. “Do you usually serve pretzels mixed with peanuts?” 

“What do you mean?” The stewardess asked. 

“These,” She shook the open package at the attendant, making a rattling 
sound. “Have peanuts in them. I’m allergic to peanuts. When I ate these, I 
started to have a reaction.” 

“Are you okay?” The woman stared at her, as if she was afraid she’d 
have to start administering CPR at any moment. 

“There can’t have been much in there. My reaction was very mild.” She 
had Nell’s attention now. The woman was openly watching the two of 
them. “But you need to take these and check with the other passengers 
who took pretzels. Someone more allergic than me could have real 
problems.” 

The woman took the pretzels. “I’m so sorry. This has never happened 
before. Thank goodness you’re okay. Can I get you anything else?” 

“TIl take a granola bar. Without peanuts, thank you very much.” The 
flight attendant nodded and scurried off to the gallery. 

“You're very lucky.” Nell told her. 

“What, that I have a peanut allergy? Yeah, that’s lucky.” 

“I meant that you didn’t have a stronger reaction.” Nell humphed. 
Jennifer almost laughed at Nell’s hurt look. The woman wasn’t unpleasant, 
just chattier than anyone had a right to be. 

Back to the spreadsheets. When the flight attendant returned with her 
granola bar, Jennifer took it and stared at the packaging. It was a generic 
brand made specifically for the airline, which explained the wrapper’s eye 
searing orange color scheme. The package explicitly claimed that its 
contents were peanut-free. She unwrapped the bar and took a healthy bite 
out of it, moistening it with a drink from her cup. The smell of oatmeal 
surrounded her. 

Maybe it was because she’d just grown not ten minutes before but she 
felt it start this time. Her nipples pressed forward against her camisole, 
moving slowly and inexorably outward. Looking down, she could see her 
top pushing forward, her brown coat gaping open. The camisole tugged 
further and further out of her pants. Her tits were warmed by their growth. 

Jennifer pushed her call button. How had two peanut contaminated 
snacks managed to get on board? She looked at the orange wrapping. 
Undoubtedly the same company had handled all of the snacks for the airline. 
Maybe their quality control had slipped badly. 

The flight attendant eyed Jennifer warily, who rounded her shoulders to 
help her coat hide her tits. “Yes?” 

Jennifer gestured for the woman to bend closer. “What’s your name?” 
Jennifer asked. 

“Penny.” The woman told her. 

“Penny, this granola bar was contaminated as well.” 

She gasped. “But you’ re still breathing okay, right?” 

“Right. My reaction is a little different to what you normally hear about.” 
Jennifer straightened her shoulders, pressing her boobs against her top. 
“As you can see, I’m bigger than before.” 


“Is there anything we can do for you? I can take that away before it 
causes you more trouble.” Penny reached for the granola bar but Jennifer 
pulled it away. 

“You know, I think I'll keep this.” She felt beneath her tray, squashing 
her chest on her computer, until she found her purse. She wrapped the bar 
in Kleenex and tucked it away. “In case I need it for proof. As for what you 
can do for me....” Jennifer chugged the rest of her Bloody Mary. “Get me 
another of these.” 

“Yes, Ms. Flannigan. No charge.” Penny straightened up and backed 
away, hands held up in front of her as if to say: This isn’t my fault. 

Jennifer turned back to her computer. Nell was staring at her. “I couldn’t 
help but overhear. Are you okay?” 

Jennifer bet Nell couldn’t help but overhead. Chatty and nosy. “I’m 
fine. Couldn’t be better.” Jennifer tried to gather her thoughts. There were 
random numbers and letters all over her spreadsheet, courtesy of her chest. 
She reached around her tits and started undoing the damage. Her new, 
larger chest kept getting in the way, pushing her hands forward. There 
wasn’t a lot of room in a regular seat at the best of times, which is why her 
laptop was a small model. Now her laptop fought her boobs for space. 

Her growing boobs! Jennifer watched helplessly as flesh pushed harder 
and harder on her camisole. The Bloody Mary! Stupid, stupid, stupid. The 
peanuts weren’t in the snacks. They were in the drink! 

Too late now. She could see her nipples and areolae outlined against 
fabric. Her chest filled the camisole as it grew. Half of her keyboard was 
taken up with tit. The camisole was running out of room, the front of her 
breasts flattening against the top. Jennifer could look down and see her 
cleavage. 

“Dear, you don’t look fine.” Nell said. “You look a little swollen to 
me.” 

The top of Jennifer’s tits were rising towards her chin. Wrinkles formed 
along the side of the silk camisole. “Tell me about it.” 

“Are you sure you'll be okay?” 

Jennifer nodded, careful not to smack her tits with her chin. “This has 
happened before. As long as I stop eating peanuts, I'll be fine.” 


ok ok ck 


Ewan was in the gallery when Penny came in. “You’re not going to 
believe this. You know the red haired woman? She’s allergic to peanuts 
and some got in her snacks.” 

“Her?” Annoyance warred with concern. “Is she okay? Do we need the 
syringe from the first-aid kit?” 

“No, no, we won’t need the adrenaline. She’s got a weird reaction. 
They made her breasts bigger.” 

“What? Pull the other one.” 

“No, I saw it. She’s bigger. You know. Up top. Make her another Bloody 
Mary, will you?” 

Ewan got to mixing. “But other than that she”s okay, right? No breathing 
problems or rash or anything?” 

“Not really, no.” 

Ewan sometimes imagined a little demon version of himself on his 
shoulder, whispering bad advice. The demon was there now. “Rude girl 
like her, she deserves what she gets. You should dump peanuts in her drink.” 








“No, no, that would be wrong,” Ewan imagined himself whispering back. 

“Tt would be fun. What’s it going to hurt, really?” 

“TIl take her the drink.” Ewan told Penny. “Give you a break from her highness.” 

“Fine by me.” 

When Penny turned away, Ewan grabbed a package of peanuts and opened it. He 
fiddled with it until he had a handful of salt and peanut dust in his hand. He paused, 
thinking, then opened his hand. Dust drifted into the drink and vanished into its carmine 
depths. Ewan took a sip. Eugh, you could just taste the peanuts. He grabbed an extra 
large cup, poured the mix into it and then added more alcohol and some more dust. 
There. The alcohol completely hid the taste. 

When Ewan took it to the redhead, he blinked in surprise. Penny hadn’t been lying. 
The woman’s boobs were humongous! They perched atop her computer, straining against 
the confines of her creamy white top. Ewan imagined the expanse of flesh hidden 
beneath. The redhead’s cheeks had a spray of freckles across them; would her tits? 

Ewan couldn’t give her the drink. She was so large already. What he had thought of 
as an amusing joke had turned grotesque. 

“Where’s Penny?” The woman snapped. “Is that my drink?” 

Her rudeness changed his mind. “Yes, ma’am, this is yours. Penny asked me to 
bring you your drink.” He handed it over. “I made it extra strong for you. If there’s 
anything else you need, be sure to let us know.” 

“Oh, I will.” The woman sniffed. 

Pretentious git, Ewan thought as he headed back to his station. 








That creepy flight attendant had been eyeing her tits. Perv. At least he’d brought her 
a huge helping of Bloody Mary. Jennifer breathed shallowly, trying to keep from 
overstressing her top. She had to change clothes. 

“Would you mind holding my drink? I’ve got to find something else to wear.” 

Nell nodded. “Do you have something loose enough?” 

“Yeah, I think so.” Jennifer slid her laptop out from under her breasts and snapped 
it closed. She was far too large to work on it now. She pulled down her carry-on and 
rummaged through it. Her extra large sleep shirt would have to do. 

The tiny bathroom was made even smaller by her new assets. She looked long at 
herself in the mirror. Two handprint-sized circles of breast pressed flat against her 
camisole. Stripping to an extra effort. The silk didn’t want to stretch, and her boobs 
could only be compressed so much. She tugged and pulled and pushed and finally 
worked the bottom edge of her camisole over her nipples. She pulled the top over her 
head. Putting her hands on her hips, she thrust her chest out. Her tits were the size 
they’d been that time in college with Marge. There was so much white flesh. She 
hefted one tit with both hands. It was like a ripe melon. She ran her hands over it, her 
nipple almost instantly coming to attention. It was super-sensitive, quivering in the 
aftermath of her caress. 

Enough self-stimulation, Jennifer decided. She pulled the sleep shirt over her, hiding 
her boobs from view. The shirt was two sizes bigger than it normally needed to be and 
made of stretchy cotton to boot. Still, her breasts filled it nearly to capacity. This wasn’t 
the ensemble she’d normally wear but then, this wasn’t a normal occasion. 

Back to her seat. She couldn’t work on her spreadsheets but she could get tipsy and 
read her book. Jennifer reclaimed her drink from Nell, thanking her and pulled her 
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Jennifer sipped the Bloody Mary and nearly gagged. The guy hadn’t 
been kidding. He’d dosed this with a lot of alcohol. By the time she finished 
this, she’d be flying in more ways than one. 

The warmth of the alcohol faded, to be replaced by warmth in her chest. 
Jennifer dropped her book on her chest, her hands flying to the sides of her 
boobs. “Oh, no.” She almost whispered. They were growing again. Not 
much — she’d only had a little sip — but enough to show her that there 
was more in her drink than alcohol. 

Jennifer remembered the attendant’s look when he had handed the drink 
to her. He’d paused for just a second. She thought it had been because he 
was taken aback by her rack. What if he’d dosed this drink deliberately 
and had paused because he was having second thoughts? J made it extra 
strong for you indeed. 

That son of a bitch. She couldn’t believe he’d... poisoned her drink like 
this. Did he not like her? Or did he think it was funny that she had E- or 
EE- or F-cup tits? 

Jennifer tamped down on her temper. Right now she needed to go to the 
bathroom. Why hadn’t she peed either time she’d been in the bathroom 
earlier? “Nell, could you watch this for me again?” Jennifer said, handing 
Nell her drink. 

The bathrooms across from her were all full. She wasn’t going to wait. 
The first class bathroom would undoubtedly be empty. 

Her walk up the aisle was fraught with complications. For one thing, 
her boobs now filled the aisle. If she walked straight forward, they tended 
to snag on the back of the seats. If she turned sideways, they really tended 
to hit seats. For another, she was no longer one body moving in synchronized 
motion, she was three barely-coordinated masses. Each tit would wobble 
and sway, bouncing to one side or another. More than once she struck 
someone in the head or the arm. Jennifer took to muttering, “Excuse me, 
excuse me.” The glares she ignored but the excited stares made her want to 
poke some people’s eyes out. 

Her goal was finally in sight. A flight attendant who wasn’t Penny 
stepped in front of her. “The first class cabin is for first class passengers.” 
Jennifer mentally filled in what the flight attendant was clearly dying to 
say: it’s not for third class strippers with oversized breast implants. 

Jennifer took the flight attendant’s arm and pulled her aside. She put 
her lips close to the flight attendant’s ear. “Let me explain. [have an extreme 
peanut allergy. When I eat peanuts, my breasts swell up like this. Something 
you guys served me had peanuts in it and I’ ve ended up like this. Now P' ve 
got to pee and if you think I dragged these things all the way up here to not 
go to the bathroom, then you’ ve got another thing coming.” 

The flight attendant’s head snapped up. “I don’t know who you think 
you are—” 


“I think I’m the person who's going in that bathroom. Talk to Penny. 
She knows what’s going on.” Jennifer shoved past the attendant, her boobs 
bouncing off the woman’s chest and sending her stumbling back. 

Inside, Jennifer shucked out of her clothes. Her breasts made everything 
difficult. When she turned, she banged her tits on the sink or the walls. She 
couldn’t see her pants and had to remove them by feel. When she sat on 
the toilet, her boobs got in the way of the toilet paper. Instead of taking a 
minute to go to the bathroom, she took five. 

When she was done, she peeled her shirt up and over her breasts. They 
glowed white in the bathroom’s fluorescent lights. They were like distended 
melons as long as her forearm. She wrestled them back into her shirt. 

The flight attendant was waiting for her outside the bathroom. “I’m so 
sorry. Penny filled me in. Do you need anything?” 

“I just want to get back to my seat.” 

The bastard who brought her the spiked drink was standing in the front 
gallery. “Thanks for the drink,” Jennifer spat out. 

“You look like you’ve really been enjoying it.” He crossed his arms 
and stared at her chest. 

“What, exactly, do you mean by that?” Jennifer would have crossed 
her arms across her chest but there was no room. 

The guy’s lips curled up in a faint smile. “You look a little tipsy. That’s 
all.” 

Jennifer shoved past him. Her foot caught on something. The airplane 
seats rushed past her as she fell. Her chest smacked into the floor, flattening 
under her weight. Her breasts had gotten more sensitive as they had grown. 
Now they hurt terribly. She got up on her hands and knees. People in the 
seats near where she fell were staring at her. This one guy, seeing her 
looking at him, mouthed the word, “Smooth.” while clapping slowly. 

Behind her, Jennifer saw the flight attendant pull back an outstretched 
foot. She leapt to her feet. At least, she would have if she wasn’t packing 
several extra pounds on her chest. She settled for a slow stand. “You tripped 
me!” She hissed. 

The guy shrugged. “Don’t know what you’re talking about. I expect 
it’s hard for you to see the floor.” Someone nearby laughed. 

Bastards. Bastards and pervs, all of them. The anger she’d felt when 
she discovered that her drink was spiked returned tenfold. Jennifer turned 
on her heel, smacking someone in the face with her tits and stomped back 
to her seat, not caring who she hit. She was walking so forcefully that her 
tits jumped and wobbled more than ever. She could feel them rubbing and 
slapping into each other under her shirt. 

She wanted to put her fist through a window and let everyone get sucked 
out into the darkness. She wanted to kick and scream. She wanted to get 
even with them all. If nothing else, she wanted to get drunk. And she 
couldn’t do that without making her breasts swell even larger. 








So? So what if her tits did get bigger? Maybe that wasn’t a bad thing. 
She could get sloshed and big and not worry about a thing. That guy wanted 
to see big tits? He’d see some fucking huge tits. She’d down the entire 
drink and they could all see how large she became. 

She was going to need more than this flimsy shirt to cover her. Rather 
than sitting down, she reached up and opened the luggage compartment 
above her. Her breasts stopped quivering so much as they were pulled taut 
by her motion. Aha, there they were: the free blankets flight attendants 
handed out to cold people. She leaned forward and snagged a pile of them. 
She managed to whack one of her tits into the guy in the seat in front of 
her. “Sorry,” she told him. He looked shocked and more than a little pleased. 
Pervs. The plane was full of them. 

She sat back down and put the blankets on top of her purse. “Here’s 
your drink. Cold, dear?” Nell asked. 

“Just a little.” Jennifer replied, taking the offered drink. 

She took a deep breath. She wasn’t sure what the whole drink would do 
to her. She could stop drinking it at any time, at least. She swallowed a 
mouthful of the Bloody Mary. 

There was the warmth again. The pressure of growth was much greater, 
spread out over an increasingly large surface area. She moved her arms 
forward so that her biceps and forearms bracketed her boobs. It made it 
easier for her to feel them growing. 

Her breasts inched forward a bit at a time, growing and growing and 
growing. She drank again. Her tits were nearing her thighs. Jennifer bent 
forward and let her breasts touch her pants. “Nell, I'm sorry to keep 
bothering you. Can you hold my drink one last time?” 

“Sure.” Nell nearly dropped her book when she looked up. “You're still 
growing!” 

“T guess it’s going to be a while before I stop.” Jennifer said. She handed 
over her drink and skinned out of her shirt. Her breasts bounced and shook 
as the shirt snagged on her nipples. Swiftly she unfolded two blankets and 
draped one over each of her boobs. “I didn’t want to get trapped in my 
shirt.” With a smile she took her drink back. 

Nell put her hand over her mouth. “This must be terrible for you.” 

Jennifer smiled. “I’m not in pain, thankfully, so I suppose it could be 
worse.” She waited until Nell had returned to her book before she drank 
again. The pressure and warmth returned in force. Over the next several 
minutes she took cautious sips, watching her breasts grow throughout. The 
twin blanket covered mounds spread out, each breast growing inexorably. 
The rough wool of the blankets tickled her, making her giant nipples spring 
to attention. 

Bing! “The captain has turned on the ‘fasten seatbelts’ sign, as he is 
expecting possible turbulence.” No sooner had the flight attendant made 
her announcement than the plane began to shimmy and shake. Jennifer’s 
tits responded with liquid motion. The plane hit a bad patch and dropped 


rapidly, causing some of the passengers to gasp in surprise. When the plane 
stopped falling, Jennifer’s breasts rose up and slapped her in the face, dark 
fabric obscuring her vision for a second. Jennifer rearranged the blankets, 
which had become askew. 

She hadn’t spilled a drop of her extra large drink, though! Enough 
monkeying around. Jennifer took a large swallow of the Bloody Mary. 
The alcohol and her growth were keeping her warm, almost hot. Breast 
flesh slid over her stomach as her tits grew to the point that they reached 
her thighs without her having to bend over. 

She paused to take stock. In twenty minutes she’d managed to go from 
a large-but-believable size to “holy fucking shit, what are those?” Her tits 
reached from her lap to her collarbone. She had a good buzz from the 
drink. She might as well finish it now. “Down the hatch.” She murmured 
to herself and gulped down what was left of her Bloody Mary. 

The peanut dust must have settled to the bottom, because her boobs 
really jamped in size. Her erect nipples reached the tray stowed on the seat 
in front of her. Her arms were becoming abducted as the two tits spread 
beyond the tiny width of her seat. Thank goodness there wasn’t someone 
next to her. Her growth didn’t stop, though. Flesh pushed into the seat in 
front of her, squashing her nipples. The level of her breasts rose and rose 
until her cleavage was at her chin. Jennifer raised the armrest between her 
seat and the middle one. She was able to shift her right breast more into the 
seat next to her and give her left breast room to grow. Still, by the time she 
finished growing her boobs were squashing her chest, pinned between her 
and the seat in front. The blankets covered the top three-quarters of her 
tits, including her nipples and palm-sized areolae. 

“Ms. Flannigan, I wanted to see how you were DEAR GOD!” Penny 
looked like she’d just seen a train heading straight for her. Something 
clattered to Jennifer’s right. Looking over, she saw that Nell had lost her 
book and was gingerly trying to recover it without brushing against the 
two-foot-high wall of tit that was encroaching on her space. 

“As you can see, I had an extreme reaction to the peanuts in my drink. 
I’m also a little tipsy, which is why I’m not mad as hell about this.” She 
wasn’t actually mad at all. Jennifer had occasionally wondered what having 
titanic tits would be like. Now she’d gotten to find out. 

“I can take that cup for you and get you more.” 

Jennifer shook her head. “No thanks. And [ll keep the cup.” Jennifer’s 
right arm was resting on top of her tits at eye-level, cup still in the hand. 
She plunged her arm between right boob and seat, groping until she found 
her submerged purse and could put the cup in it. “You should call ahead 
and have a wheelchair waiting for me. There’s no way I can walk in this 
condition. Oh and a doctor would be nice, to make sure nothing else is 
going to happen to me.” Penny retreated as quickly as she could. 





Nell was still staring, shock overcoming her manners. “I had no idea I could have 
such a dramatic reaction.” Jennifer said. 

“You're still okay?” 

“Mostly l’ m uncomfortable. It’s a little hard to breathe.” She took as deep a breath 
as she could for demonstration. The blankets rose until they covered her eyes - pushed 
up by rising boobs - then fell again. “Lucky we're going to land soon. I’m going to 
have to pee again and I don’t think P1 fit in these bathrooms.” 

“Pardon me. Excuse me. I’m so sorry.” Penny was moving one of the drink carts 
past them to the rear of the plane. To do so, she had to squeeze it past Jennifer’s left tit. 
The cart snagged, rubbing its way along the length of her breast. The blanket went 
with the cart, leaving her tit uncovered and skewed into the aisle. Jennifer gathered her 
tit back to her. “T11 need that blanket back.” She said. 

Landing was an experience. Jennifer kept getting slapped in the face by her own 
wool-covered tits. She couldn’t be thrown forward or back, though. Then they were 
down and at the gate. Everyone jumped up and waited to exit — everyone but Jennifer 
and Nell. “I’m sorry you’re trapped back here with me.” Jennifer said. 

“No, no, don’t go apologizing for me. Can I help you?” 

“Would you mind grabbing my purse and carry-on and following me out until the 
medical team takes over?” 

“Not at all!” 

The people behind Jennifer hadn’t realized what was going on, but they got an 
eyeful as they went past, turning sideways to get around her mammaries. One mom 
covered her son’s eyes, making Jennifer grin. 

“Here, Pl help you out.” It was Penny and another flight attendant. “Can you undo 
your seatbelt?” 

“I guess I'll find out.” Jennifer manhandled her boobs, wriggling her hands around 
her waist until she could release the seatbelt latch. Penny and the flight attendant helped 
pull Jennifer free. Then each woman took one tit and the three of them staggered 
slowly forward. It was like carrying giant sacks of grain down a very tiny hallway. 
They kept having to pause to adjust positions. 

As they made their way past the forward gallery, Jennifer saw Ewan, the male 
flight attendant who had given her her drink. “Hi again!” she said. He was pale and 
breathing quickly. Embarrassment? Arousal? She’d hope for the former. “You dunked 
peanuts in my drink, didn’t you?” 

“I....” He swallowed. “I would never knowingly serve peanuts to someone with an 
allergy.” 

“Oh, I’m sure you wouldn't, if the person’s allergy was life-threatening.” Jennifer 
ran her hands over as much of her boobs as she could reach. She couldn’t reach much 
of them. “But mine’s not life-threatening.” 

Ewan swallowed. “I still wouldn’t—” 

“You like big boobs, right, Ewan?” Jennifer could see Ewan growing more nervous 
and more aroused. “Look at that. I do believe you’re excited by breasts this size.” 
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Penny and the other flight attendant stared at Ewan in disgust. “Aren’t you 
pleased by what you did?” 

Ewan didn’t speak. He did nod, a jerky, painful motion. 

“I do hope you like the results. It’s going to cost you and your airlines 
a lot of money.” 

Now Ewan found his voice. “What?” 

“T’d say I’ve got two huge grounds for a lawsuit, especially since you 
admitted what you did in front of witnesses. You all saw him nod, right?” 

“Right.” Nell was glaring at Ewan, who shrunk further back. Penny 
and the other flight attendant wouldn’t look at him. 

“Let's get off this plane, then. I think I’m going to be on bed rest for a 
while.” The left turn to enter the jet bridge was tricky but they made it, and 
after that Jennifer could ride in a wheelchair, her breasts preceding the rest 
of her by nearly a foot. It wasn’t how she imagined coming home but hey. 
You make do with what you’ve got. And right now Jennifer had more than 
a lot. 


The End 


